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* Now  you  leave   the   child  alone.   Cousin
Walter/ said Judith.    ' He is not afraid of you
nor of anything else in the world.    But I will
give you something to be afraid of if you touch
him with your whip.'

He had a sharp consciousness (which he was
to recall one day) of the force and vitality of
her personality. Whenever he encountered her
she compelled him to remember it, small though
she was. While she was away he created3 if he
thought of her at all, his own picture of her as an
insignificant sort of poor-relation-governess. But
when he was with her it was another matter.
And now he suddenly thought: c I had forgotten
her\ Suppose that she should come back to
Uldale!'

However, all that he did was to be gracious
again. He took off his hat, bowed, invited her
to bring her boy to see them at Westaways.

Judith was not ungracious. She always re-
turned courtesy for courtesy. * Yes, I will come
one day, Cousin Walter. I hope Mrs. Henries
is well. *

*  Oh yes.    Well enough.'

Then Walter rode away, his figure for a
moment gigantic at the top of the bend against
the soft glow of the milk-white sky. Judith,
her hand in her son's, started along the little

path that skirted the pool.    Adam was wrapped
up entirely in the shawl; the end of it trailed on

ground behind him.    He dan

* What a fat man 1' he said.

' That is your Uncle Walter/